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A LADY IN HASTE 


Alice Letold 


DYN ATE shook her dust cloth 
out of the window, and 
paused to fasten back a 
fragrant spray of honey- 
suckle that had ventured 
away from the trellis, and 


was bending to peep under the dining-room 
shade. 

“Oh, but I’m glad it’s such a lovely day.” 
She waved her duster automatically, and 
stood looking longingly down the cool, 
shady street, flecked with dancing sun- 
beams. She was still deep in her revery 
when her mother called, 

“Kate, aren't you nearly through? 
They'll be here in half an hour.” 

Kate gave her duster one more energetic 
flap, and turned to answer. 

“Yes, mamma, nearly ready. - Roy’s room 
is done. Wont I be glad to see him! Just 
think, he hasn’t been home since he enter- 
ed Stanford. I wonder what his chum is 
like. He’s such a shark that I’m afraid of 
him already. I wish Roy had invited him 
for this fall, instead of bringing him up to 
see me graduate. My, doesn’t that sound 
grown up? Well, everything of mine is 
ready for tonight, and all laid out in state, 
so I'll finish up here, and cut some flowers 
for the rooms. You can leave the straw- 
berries for me. I'll pick them over while 
you change your dress.” ry 

She finished the dusting of the room, 
drew the shades down, to give it the proper 
degree of cool darkness, and after a final 
glance, to assure herself that :everything 
was in order, went into the garden. As she 


selected the roses, she sang softly to her- 
self one of the class songs, “Come Where 
the Voils Are Singing.” She was inter- 
rupted by a voice from the next yard, 
“V eg-tables >?” 

Laying down scissors and flowers, she 
tapped on the kitchen window, and called, 
“Oh, Mamma, Joe’s here. What do you 
want? Oh, alright, I'll get the things— 
lettuce and asparagus, uh huh. Two 
pounds string beans if he has them. AlI- 
right.” 

She went out to the wagon, without stop- 
ping to take off her dust-cap or apron. Joe 
was busy just then with another customer, 
so she climbed up on the back to examine 
the assortment of vegetables, and make her 
selection at her leisure. She was standing 
there, poking among the boxes and bags, 
and waiting for Joe to return, when a boy 
passed with some fashion sheets. He toss- 
ed one toward her, but a vagrant breeze 
caught it and twirled it into the face of 
one of the unsuspecting horses. I do not 
know whether it was the sight of the sum- 
mer fashion that terrified the poor beast, 
or simply the rustle of the paper. But in 
an instant all was changed. The horses 
were galloping madly down the street, and 
Kate, after clinging desperately to the side, 
managed to pull herself up and over into 
the bed of the wagon, safe, but minus a 
slipper. There she sat, enthroned among 
the boxes and baskets, while her scared 
white face peered wildly out from beneath 
the frills of her dust cap. Too frightened 
to scream, she crouched there in dump 
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despair, while the horses turned the corner 
and went tearing down College avenue, the 
wagon swaying crazily from side to side, 
and the contents shifting at every jump, 
while she clutched desperately at whatever 
her fingers touched. ‘The chief thought 
in her mind was, 

“Now something’s going to happen; now 
something’s going to happen,” she repeated 
it over and over again, “and I can’t grad- 
uate tonight after all!” 

Another turn, and they were speeding 
out Mendocino avenue to Fourth. Teams 
and automobiles respectively gave them the 
right of way. They struck the street-car 
track on Fourth with a jar, the wheels skid- 
ded violently, throwing Kate backward. A 
box of lettuce, half a dozen heads of cab- 
bage, the scales, two baskets, and a general 
assortment of soup vegetables, went over- 
board. The cover of the sauer kraut can 
flew off, and half the contents of the keg 
impartially distributed itself over Kate, 
from her cap to her slipper. She never had 
liked this vegetable very much, and this 
intimate association in public, added most 
materially to her distaste for it, as well as 
to her personal appearance. She wiped her 
face and eyes with the corner of her apron, 
and was trying to shake some of it off her 
dress when she heard a horrified exclama- 
tion, 

“Why, that’s Kate!” and had a fleeting 
glimpse of her brother and his immaculate 
chum, suitcase in hand, and in faultless col- 
lege dress, standing in shocked amazement 
on the sidewalk. 

“Oh, what crazy stunt do you suppose 
he thinks I’m doing now? Roy never will 
believe it’s an accident. He’ll say it’s just 
another of my fool performances.” 

The horses swung about, narrowly miss- 
ing a hydrant. Kate never found out how 
many of her acquaintances she passed. 
That ride seemed a kaleidoscope of mixed 
colors and faces. There were groups of 
Juniors, loaded down with palms and trail- 
ing vines, all on their way to the school to 
decorate for commencement, and they look- 


ed with surprise and amazement at the ap- 
partition of a dignified Senior, sitting in a 
vegetable wagon and taking a morning 
ride, unattended. .A few Freshies giggled 
ecstatically as they pointed her out. One 
or two athletes sprinted after her, and 
Kate’s feelings were mixed, uncertain 
whether to take her chances alone, or be 
caught by her classmates in her untidy 
state. 

Another turn, and they sped north, whip- 
ping in and out till they struck College ave- 
nue, up which they fled as if the witches 
were after them. Kate saw and passed more 
of her friends and classmates in that wild 
ride than she had ever met in any one day 
outside of the school-room. 

On one corner stood a group of five, 
laden with flowers, while crossing slowly, 
with vines trailing in the dust, and a big 
armiul of palms effectually concealing the 
road from her, was a fellow-Senior, utterly 
unconscious of any danger _ till 
from the group— 

“Oh, Lulu, look! Run, run, Lulu, run!” 
She started, 
tripping and stumbling over the greenery, 
till nearly across, then went down complete- 
ly in a cloud of dust, just as the team flew 
by, Kate’s last view being Edna leaning on 
the fence and having hysyterics all by her- 
self, while Lulu was the center of solicitous 
attention. 

The horses were becoming weary by 
this time, and had begun to slow down, 
when two bicyclists peddling madly, over- 
took them, and they were stopped. It was 
her brother, Roy, and his chum. Kate was 
hastily lifted out, and, after a searching 
glance, Roy pronounced himself satisfied 
as to her identity, in spite of the dust-cap 
and sauer kraut. The formidable chum. 
now biting his lips in a vain endeavor to 
conceal his mirth, was duly presented. Kate 
bowed stiffly, and a cucumber pickle that 
had somehow found lodgment in her cap, 
tumbled out and spatted softly on the ce- 
ment. That was too much, and even she 


screams 


galvanized her into action. 


herself joined in the shout of laughter that 
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followed. But she recovered herself, when 
she saw approaching, the august form of 
the class preseident. 

“For gracious sake, let’s get away,” she 
cried, turning and limping swiftly around 
the corner, only to confront the principal. 
The blank amazement that overspread his 
face as his eyes. fell upon her, was comment 
enough on her appearance, and the stam- 
mered words, 

“Oh, good afternoon—why—what is— 
why have you had an accident?” showed his 
surprise. 

Kate explained briefly, and, as a number 
of people were joining the group, Roy sug- 
gested that they move on. 

“I can’t walk home with only one slip- 
per,’ she expostulated. 

“Well’ can’t you ride one of the wheels, 
then?” 

“Me? A man’s wheel?” she cried, after a 
scandalized glance at them. 

“Wild horses couldn’t tempt me to try it. 
I think I’ve done about enough for one day. 
It seems to me that you might at least go 
after my shoe, in stead of standing there 
grinning like a ‘chessy cat..” With which 
scathing remark Kate hobbled over to the 
curbing, where she sat down to wait in dig- 
nified silence for the next move. 


“There’s one thing that I can be thankful 
for,” thought Kate, “and that is, that it’s 
too late to get into The Echo. But it surely 
would make racy reading,’’ she added, and 
chuckled softly at her pun. 

Joe, himself, now put in an appearance, 
and immediately set about finding out 
whether his property was damaged. After 
satisfying himself that “nothing was broke,” 
he graciously offered Kate a _ ride home, 
which she accepted with the remark, that, 
“she never started anything she couldn’t 
finish,” and “she might as well see the 
whole thing through, now.” 


That Roy and his chum would not know 
what had become of her, made not the 
slightest difference to Kate. In fact, it 
rather pleased her to escape them. 


“Serve them right if they do miss me!” 
she muttered vindicatively, as she rode 
away. 

When she presented herself to her 
mother’s horrified gaze, that good lady 
threw up her hands in amazement, as she 
cried, 

“Kate, in the name of all that’s wonder- 
ful, what have you been doing now?” 

But Kate stalked haughtily on; deigning 
no explanation till her own room was 
reached, and she could give vent to her 
feelings freely. “And I am going to stay 
in my room. I don’t want any lunch, and 
I don’t care what they think. I am not go- 
ing to meet that horrid thing and be laugh- 
ed at.” And in her room she stayed. 

Meanwhile, “the horrid thing,’ whose 
name was Jerry, was sitting on the front 
porch, where Roy entertained him with ac- 
counts of some of the wildest of Kate’s es- 
capades, and Kate herself, sitting by the 
window of her room above the porch, heard 
every word, and raged silently as she plot- 
ted wild schemes of vengeance. 

“Just you wait, Mister Roy; I'll have my 
turn all right; you’ll see.” 

That evening when she came down stairs, 
arrayed in all the splendor of her graduat- 
ing gown, Kate was met by two sedate 
young gentlemen, who gravely presented 
her with a bouquet of red and white roses, 
and ferns, daintly ribboned, and with a card 
attached bearing the words, “Best wishes, 
from a pair of life preservers.” But the 
red roses were carefully carved from beets, 
and the white ones from white turnips. The 
ferns were feathery carrot tops. Kate flush- 
ed resentfully at first, but the twinkle in 
Jerry’s eyes was irresistible. She laughed, 
and extended her hand, saying frankly, 
“Tl forgive, if you'll forget. Is it a bar- 


gain?” 


Mervyn F.—“Oh, speaking of electricity, 
that makes me think—” 


Adah S. (sweetly) —“Really, Mervyn: 
isn’t 1t remarkable what electricity can do?” 
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LOST! STRAYED! STOLEN! 


Dorothy Westrup, ’12 


WAS nearing one of the 
shops, in a little town of 
England, one day, when 
out of the door hurried a 
young American woman, 
Mrs. Merton, whom I 
Looking up and down the 


knew slightly. 
street anxiously, she caught sight of me and 
said rather wildly as I bowed and would 
have passed on. “Oh, please, have you 
seen anything of Teddy?” 

“Teddy!” I repeated in 
“Y ou—mean-—your—-er—” 

“No, no!” she cried, ‘““My sister’s—that is 
the worst of it—she would be wild if I 
should lose him! Oh, we must find him; 
we must!” 

“Yes, yes, of course we'll find him,” I 
assured her, and thereupon I began to look 
up and down the street, also. 

“Do you think that he might have gone 
home?” I ventured, as there was no sign 
of Teddy anywhere along the street. 

“Why, perhaps he has,” she said, bright- 
ening. “He knows the way home, I think, 
as we live not far from here. 


astonishment. 


But, would 
you—would you-—mind, if, that is, would it 
be too much trouble to ask you to come with 
me, so in case we don’t find him you could 
notify the police or something?” she quer- 
ied, distress written plainly on her face. 

! assured her it would be no trouble at 
all and that I would be glad to be of assist- 
ance to her. 

As we walked along in the direction of 
her home, both watching furtively for the 
runaway, | asked her to tell me something 
about Teddy. 

“Oh, he is such a darling!” she began en- 
thusiastically. “He has the dearest curly, 
brown hair and the brightest brown eyes in 
his cute, little face. He’s so good, and Oh, 
he is too cute in a little red coat that Edith, 
my sister, made him! I know you'd love 
him; you couldn’t help it!” 


“Indeed!” said I, rather doubtfully, for 
I'm not passionately found of youngsters. 

“How old did you say he is?” I interro- 
gated. S 
“IT don’t think I said, did 1?” she laughed, 
“but he has acquired the great age of three 
years.” 

“By Jove!’ I exclaimed, “I didn’t realize 
he was as young as that. I should fancy 
you are alarmed about his being out on this 
thoroughfare alone,’ and I hastened my 
steps, for 1 had visions of dashing horses or 
speeding motors crushing the life out of 
the poor, little chap. 

Mrs. Newton looked up at me as I said 
this, and seeing that I had now 
really worried and anxious, her face paled 


become 


and her voice quivered, as she said: 

“You see, now, Mr. Pierman, how fright- 
ened [ am, and I am so much more anxious 
because he isn’t mine. He is everything 
to her. Oh, she will be wild—wild if any- 
thing should happen to him. Oh, dear me! 
Can’s you see him?” 

[I tried to calm her, and told her I felt 
sure we would find him safe and sound 
somewhere, but as we passed block after 
block, with no sign of him, my anxiety was 
not lessened. On the contrary, my com- 
panion was very quiet now; so quiet, in 
fact, that I looked down at her, and to my 
sonsternation, I found she was struggling 
hard to keep the tears back. 
ing woman always sets me on edge, for I 
never know what she is going to do next, 
and on this occasion it was the last straw, 
and I blurted out, “Please don’t do that-— 
ah—can’t you see that— 
ah—oh that it won’t be any use—that it 
won't do any good?” 


Now, a weep- 


dont you know 


“You s—stupid! I can’t h—help it,’’ she 
wailed. “S—suppose I should n—never see 
dear little T--Ted again—I d—don’t know 
what my sister—but the last was incoherent 
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as she sobbed in her handkerchief, no doubt 
thinking [ was a most inhuman wretch. 

But I was provoked. 

“Of all beastly situations!” I muttered, 
swinging my cane viciously in air, vowing 
never again to help a weeping American 
woman find a nursing Teddy, and stalked 
ahead. But just then we were neariny a 
stately residence, in South Park Row, and 
upon hearing a little cry of delight and sur- 
prise, ] turned and saw my late companion 
flying through the gate and up to the steps, 


stooping there 
into her arms. 


and gathering something 


“Did zee poor lil fellow come home all 
by his self, and didn’t he get runned over at 
allie—well ducky boy —,” came waited 
in the air to my astonished ears. 


“See, Mr. Pierman!” she called, holding 
up her prize, “Here’s Teddy!” 


I gasped, and nearly lost my ballance, for 
in her arms, arrayed in a scarlet coat, was— 
a curly, brown, lap-dog! 


A DISCOVERY IN TIME 


Edith Sanford 


OVE ANET sat on the steps of 
(@) the front porch, her head 
in her hands. She was 
looking forlornly, even 
ot aaah at a newspaper 
lying at her feet. All of 
a sudden, as * she could stand it no longer, 
she burst forth in a flood of tears. 

“Janet! what in the world has gone 
wrong?” asked an elderly lady, as she ap- 
peared in the doorway. 

“Just read this, grandmother,” said the 
girl, as she dried her eyes and handed the 
lady the paper. The grandmother adjusted 
her spectacles and then read the article to 
which her granddaughter had referred her. 

“Oh, grandmother! what shall I ever do?” 
wailed Janet, when her grandmother had 
finished reading and dropped into a chair. 
She buried her face in the motherly lap 
and burst out afresh. 

“Well, dearie, I know it’s dreadful, but 
I see no way out of it now. How I do 
wish I were rich, and then you should have 
all the college your heart desired, but I 
guess there will be none for you this year. 
Dry your eyes, dear, and come into the 
house. Dinner is waiting and crying will 
not help matters any.’’ So Janet dried her 
tears and followed her grandmother inside. 

Janet had graduated from high school 
and had planned to go to college the next 
term, which would be the fall term. She, 


an orphan, was living with her grand- 
parents. They were a poor, aged couple, 
who could not afford such luxuries as a 
college education. So Janet worked hard 
during the summer vacation and earned a 
year’s tuition in college, 

College was to start in two weeks. She 
had made all her arrangements and was 
making great plans for her coming school 
year. And now, this great disappointment 
had come and spoiled everything. The 
bank in which she had her money had been 
robbed the day before, and she hadn’t a 
cent of it left. 

Janet’s grandmother had a large attic, 
full of old curiosities and many interesting 
things. Janet often went up there, when 
she was worried or in trouble, and forgot 
her sorrows by investigating the different 
things. 

So one day, after the robbery of the bank, 
she climbed the attic stairs to forget her 
disappointment in her old-time amusements, 
She was taking a pile of old papers from a 
shelf, when she noticed a knob on the wall. 
She dropped the papers and began to pull 
on it. She pulled and pulled and her heart 
beat faster and faster, as she wondered what 
the knob belonged to. At last, with a 


squeak and a jerk, a drawer came tumbling 
out, almost swift enough to knock her off 
her feet. 

Here was something new and interesting. 
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Janet thought she had looked at everything 
in the attic, but she had been mistaken. She 
lifted off a dingy old piece of cloth, which 
3eneath she found old colonial 
gowns, of various styles and colors. She 
lifted out article after article, and amused 
herself by trying them on. 

She had picked up a pretty party gown, 
and was admiring it, when she heard some- 


lay on top. 


thing rustle like paper. Searching among 
its many folds, she found a small packet of 
letters. They were yellow with age, but 
were still sweet-scented and were tied with 
ritkbon. Janet examined them closely, par- 
ticularly the odd, old stamps. They looked 
interesting, and she wished she might open 
them and examine their contents, but dared 
not. 

Just then a bright idea struck her. She 
ran down stairs to her grandmother with 
the letters, and exclaimed, 

“Oh, grandmother! see what I found in 


the attic, in an old party gown. May I 


have the stamps on them?” 


“Yes, dear, but don’t destroy the letters. 
They were your great grandmother’s love 
letters, written years ago.” 

Janet eagerly took the stamps off, and 
then searched the newspapers. She soon 
found an add, which told her where old 
stamps were wanted. She sent her stamps 
to the place mentioned, and soon received 
quite a sum for them. They brought a bet- 
ter price than she expected, so she now had 
enough money, with what her grandfather 
could spare her, to pay her college expenses 
the next year. 

After making a few final arrangements, 
Janet started for her longed-for college, only 
a week late after all. 


SCHOOL NOTES 


The Santa Rosa schools opened again on 
the 22d of August, after a vacation of two 
The total enrollment of the High 
School is now 286, and out of this number 


months. 


115 reside in non-high school districts. 
Since school closed on the third of June, 
the High School has undergone many im- 
provements, such as the varnishing of the 
throughout the building, and 
the installing of new desks in 


woodwork, 
various 
rooms, which lends a very neat appearance 
to the interior of the building. 

We also note many changes in the 
faculty. 
the position as superintendent of schools. 
Mr. Steele, who recently came from the 
San Jose High School, is the instructor in 


Mr. Brownscombe has now taken 


History. 

Mr. McConnell, a graduate of the Univer- 
sity of California, and a former graduate of 
the S. R. H. S., has charge of the Commer- 


cial Department. Miss Crane, who has 
been teaching the sciences during the last 
few years in the Bert Harte Union High 
School, has charge of the classes in Physics, 
Chemistry and Physical Geography, while 
Miss Abeel, a graduate of the S. R. H. S., 
has the classes in Freehand and Geomet- 
rical Drawing. 

A Commercial course has been introduc- 
ed into the High School this year, includ- 
ing Commercial Law, Commercial Arith- 
metic, Bookkeeping, and Typewriting. 
Many students have registered in all these 


classes. 


As they paddled along in a nook, 

Vera said fainly, “Why, Henry, look, 

In that oak, I declare— 

I see mistletoe there!” 

And the crew fished them out with a 
hook, 


eee 
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FRESHMEN 


Chas. Andrews, Frank Berry, Alessio 
settini, Lola Boyes, Charlotte Brendel, 
Shirley Brush, Natalie Bruning, Harry But- 
timer, Genevieve Collins, Daisy Cloud, Vida 
Clover, Charlie Chapman, Freyman Cole- 
man, Pauline Clark, Clara Churchill, Mil- 
dred Downing, Elmer Fresher, Frances Ed- 
gar, Helen Geary, Merle Goodfellow, Alfred 
Gimetti, Nona Gibson, Woster Gale, Fred 
Hatch, Herbert Hernden, Eva Holland, 
Gertrude Hood, Margaret Hatch, Fred 
Hawkes, Vernon Johnson, Ruth Johnson, 
Jessie Lingenfelter, Lucian Madison, Nor- 
man McPeak, Alvia Makee, Bruce Merman, 
Catherine Mack, Ruth McReynolds, Velma 
Miller, Clifton Nichols, Lucile Nichols 
Elaine Norton, Genzalriro Oka, Marshall 
Paxton, Bernice Packwood, Esther Pack- 
wood, Clarice Ellis, Fred Randall, Lillian 
Rectar, Vernie Robbins, Donald Seaton, 
Edward Sugarman, Lillian Stein, Sarah Sin- 
clair, Helen Sawyer, Dorothy Steele, Ethel 


Roberts, Elizabeth Talbot, Louis Towne, 
Juliet Tod, Mildred Turner, Mildred 
Thompson, Lorene Wheeler, Madge Wheel- 
er, Esther Yeager. 
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WHAT THE EDITORS THINK 


Freshman! Take a little advice from 
those who have been over the road before 
you. 


In the first place, make yourself feel at 
home. The sooner you get acquainted with 
everybody, the sooner will you become ac- 
customed to your new surroundings. 


The best way to adapt yourself to the 
new conditions is to be “alive.” Pay your 
dues. Make it your business to know what 
is going on, and what everything means. 
There are only two ways of finding out: 
First, subscribe to The Echo. It is the offi- 
cial magazine; published by and in the inter- 
est of all the students, including Freshies It 
will tell vou everything that happens, every- 
thing that is going to happen, and much 
that never has nor never shall happen. 


Second, attend the meetings of the Gov- 
erning Board. They are always public. By 
doing so, you can get further insight into 
school activities. 

But do not be content to simply know 
what is happening. Get busy and make 
things happen. The sooner you learn to 
play basketball, the sooner will you make 
the team. If you do not join the training 
squad now, it will be a long time before you 
win an orange “S” to sport among your 
fellows. We are sure you would “make a 
hit” it you coult get a story or poem print- 
ed in The Echo. So start in now, and try 
your luck. 

Remember that training your brain is 
not half of what there is to be gained in 
High School. It is more important to train 
your muscles than it is to learn how to 
translate whole chapters of musty Latin. 
You can ride through that on a “pony’—- 
we speak from experience—but if you de- 
sire a broad nair of shoulders, strong lungs, 
and a good physique, you must don the 
“upper” at once. 


Get busy, Freshy; wear off the rough 
edges, and “make good.” 


WANTED 


By “The Associated Student Body”—One 
reliable yell leader. ‘“Stick-to-it-iveness” 
required. 

By the track team—Two league cham- 
pionships. Several other victories badly 
needed. Not handling defeats this season. 

By The Echo—150 new subscribers. See 
the manager at once. 

By The Echo—A large number of jokes, 
stories and special articles. Consult the 
editor. 

By the Treasurer—All students to pay 
their dues, promptly. 

By the entire Student Body—A large 
number of “E’s” and holiday. Prepared to 
accept any quantity. 


ALUMNI NOTES 


Miss Jean Ross, a graduate of the June 
class, 1910, entered the University of Cali- 
fornia at the beginning of the fall semister. 

The following S. R. H. S. graduates en- 
tered the San Francisco Normal this year: 
Beulah Lockwood, Mary Shephard, Beu- 
lah Miller, Nellie Lonergan, Minnie Cooper, 
Maud Hinds and Grace Hinds. 

Miss Anita Haub and Constance Mader 
have entered Stanford University. 

Miss Edna Crane is now a student at 
Ue 

Miss Mildred Peterson has entered the 
San Jose Normal. 

Miss Dora Pierson, a former graduate 
of the S. R. H. S., has secured a position 
as teacher in the Fremont school. 


NOTICE 


All material for the September number 
of The Echo must be received by Septem- 
ber 16. Hand jokes to Ava Litton, and 
stories to Lawrence Moore. 


Lyman H.—‘You'll think of me some- 
times,” 


Gladys H.—‘You will always be green 


in my memory.” 
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Preasunen es ee es ee ISS, ye 
Piieipaloes- cy ee serene eee IS CALCY, 
Faculty Representative.......... Mit otecle 
Manager of Papet....... ee eae Roy Simpson 
FEGIEOE (Ott aADeb eer eee Lawrence Moore 
S. N. S. A. L. Representative..Charles Clark 
sp Tacky Gat pbaniicsccesace one. aeceeesesee es Will Lambert 
‘Track. (Manager .25 <.eeee Earl Wilson 
Hootball Captain... 2a: — 

Football Manager......................Shirley Abeel 
Baseball Canta: .-<.4-..- Earl Wilson 
Baseball Manager. 2.22. sc Will Lambert 
Boys’ Basketball Captain............Earl Wilson 


3oys’ Basketball Manager..Lawrence Moore 
Girls’ Basketball Captain...... 
Girls’ Basketball Manager............ Lily Lewis 


Welleaden ice x aetenccioss ecu —— 
8th Term Representative....Ophelia Caldwell 


7th Term Representative........ Harry Norton 
6th Term Representative........ Charles Clark 
5th Term Representative.......... Vernon King 


...Chester Gore 
...Hattie Brand 


4th Term Representative.... 
3rd Term Representative... 
2nd Term Representative...... 

Soe gisecaecieee ecto textes Clerendon Anderson 
1st Term Representative........ Bruce Merman 
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GIRLS’ ATHLETICS 


Basketball can now be commenced by the 
S. R. H. S. girls for the next year. All the 
girls have had a long vacation and now is 
the time when they need exercise, and bas- 
ketball is where you get the exercise. 

The S.R. H. S. has lost its old team, with 
the exception of two; but this is no reason 
why it cannot have a winning team. There 
is some excellent material among the 
“Freshmen.” They need only encourage- 
ment to make a team which will be hard to 
beat. 

Practicing has not as yet begun, but very 
soon the girls will start and then after prac- 
ticing a while nothing will stop them. The 
team has not been picked out, so every 
girl in the S. R. H. S. has a grand chance 
to get on the team by just coming out to 
practice, 

Girls, don’t stand back and leave it all 
for the next one. Get in and dig. If we 
expect S. R. H. S. to have a girls’ basketball 
team we have got to help, by giving all the 


encouragement we can. If you can’t play 
basketball or cannot be on the team, help 
the rest along. ‘They need your assistance. 


BOYS’ ATHLETICS 


Che track team will be the most impor- 
tant of our school athletics this term. Bas- 
ketball will not be on for several weeks. 
Baseball will not materialize until spring. 
Football is doubtful. So it is “up to us” to 
make the most of track right now. ‘Train- 
ing is already well under way. The fellows 
are doing things right from the start. We 
have plenty of material for a winning team, 
and the only thing that stands between 
them and victory is many long weeks of 
hard training. We lost many of our best 
men last June, but there are plenty of good 
ones to take their places, and to hold up the 
honor of the school. A few of these are: 
Wilson, McIntosh, Clark, Lambert, Drake 
and King. ‘These men made a showing on 
the track last year, of which no school need 
feel ashamed. 

Freshmen, ,we welcome you into our ath- 
letics. We are glad to receive you. Your 
husky physiques and earnest faces appeal 
to us. We are waiting to see what you can 
do. We believe you will not disappoint us. 

We also extend a hearty welcome to our 
new coaches, Mr. Steel and Mr. McConnell. 
These men are both athletic enthusiasts, and 
should fill us with the zeal which spells 
“Victory.” Mr. Steel is a graduate of Cali- 
fornia, and last year coached the track 
team of the San Jose High School. Mr. 
McConnell, too, is a graduate of California, 
and is also a graduate of our own school. 

With these two men to coach us and urge 
us on, we need not feel doubtful of results. 
They doubtless expect much of us, and so 
we of them. Then, let us all wofk hard ‘so 
that neither shall be disappointed. 

Here’s to Victory! May she be ours! 


FRESHMEN, TAKE NOTICE! 


All Freshmen (Freshies) are requested 
to leave their perambulators in their re- 
spective basements. Attendants, please 
wait in the front office. 


Freshies, do not sit by and let the upper 
classmen josh you. They think you are 
green, but really you are not. You can get 
even. Get a lot of good jokes on Sopho- 
mores, Juniors and Seniors, and put them 
in the study hall josh box. 


Miss Meize will attend all cuts, bruises, 
etc., and kiss all bumped heads. (For Fresh- 
men only.) 


A nursery, with the latest improvements, 
is being prepared for all Freshmen. The 
Freshies will then feel more at home than 
if they were compelled to sit in the study 
hall with the dignified Seniors. 


Rosalind, eloquently presenting the great- 
ness of her sex, cried out: 
“Take away woman and what would 


follow 2?” 


From the back of the room came a clear, 
boyish voice: “We would!” 


Mr. Searcy—“‘How much is two and 
one?” 


Fresh Freshie —‘A crowd.” 


JORES 


us 


MODERN MOTHER GOOSE 
(St. Ives) 


As I was going to St. Ives, 

I met a man with seven wives; 
Each wife had seven rats, 

Puffs, curls, braids and hats. 

Rats, curls, hats, wives, 

How manv were going to St. Ives? 


Rachel L.—‘*You look bad this morning.” 

Skip—‘I have a cold or something in my 
head,” 

Rachel—‘“It must be a cold.” 


MILLINERY MARY 
Mary, Mary, Millinery, 
What does your garden grow? 
Plumes and wings and fruit and things, 
And buckles and pins all in a row. 


A young man, as poor as could B 
Loved a girl who was way up in G; 
To her he declared, “I love U, 

And would we were 1 instead of 2.” 
She replied, “It’s papa U must C; 
Now he feels blue; father said, “23. 


” 


As boyhood’s days come back to me, 
The starting tear my vision blurs; 
Then pa oft took me on his knee, 
But ma, she took me over her’s. 
—Ben Drake, Senior. 


Mr. Searcy (to a little Freshie)—“Nor- 
man McPeak, are you making faces at 
Helen Fraser?” 

Norman Mc.-—‘*Please, Mr. Searcy, no, 
sir; I was trying to smile and my face slip- 
ped.” 


. 


ee 


me 
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Some stories are good, 
Some stories are fair; 

But the most that we hear 
Are only “hot air.” 


Annabel L.—“Oh, if the Lord had only 
made me a man!” 

Irene N.—‘Perhaps he has dear, but you 
haven’t found him yet.” 


I asked my pa a simple thing, 
“Where holes in doughnuts go?” 
Pa read his paper, then he said: 
“Oh, you're too young to know.” 


I asked my ma about the wind: 
“Why can’t you see it blow?” 

Ma thought a minute, then she said, 
“Oh, you’re too young to know.” 


Now, why on earth do you suppose 
‘They went and licked me so? 

Ma asked, “Where is that jam? I said, 
“Oh, you’re too young to know.” 


Miss Mailer—“What is it that volcanoes 
throw up?” 

Freshie-—‘Wait a minute! I know! It’s 
saliva! Red-hot saliva!” 


Alva McKee 
through algehra?” 

Helen Fraser—“Yes, but it was in the 
night, and I didn’t see much of the place.” 


“Have you ever been 


M. F. NOACK 


Everything in the 
JEWELRY LINE 
535 FOURTH ST. - - SANTA ROSA 


Blair D.—‘“It was a case of love at first 
sight with me.” 

Mervyn F.—-“Then, why didn’t you mar- 
ry her?) 

Blair—“Well, you see, I saw her again 


on several occasions.” 


Erba—‘“Yes, he is the slowest young 
man I ever saw.” 

Vera D.—‘‘In what way. dear?” 

Erba—‘Why, he asked for a kiss and I 
told him that I wore one of those knotted 
veils that takes so long to loosen.” 

Vera-——‘And what did he do?” 

Erba—‘Why, the goose took time to un- 
tie the knot.” 


Arthur E—‘T have employed an in- 
structor in elocution to teach me how to 
talk.” 

Ruth T.—“What you need is someone to 
teach you what to say.” 

Harry M.—“‘When I bought a car from 
you a few weeks ago, you said you would 
be willing to supply a new part if I broke 
anything.” 

The Motor Agent—“Certainly. What can 
I have the pleasure of providing you with?” 

Harry—“I want a pair of new ankles, a 
floating rib, a left eye, three yards of cuti- 
cle, a box of assorted fingernails, four mo- 
lars, and a funny-bone.” 


He placed his arm around her waist, 
And placed upon her.lips a kiss; 

“T've supped,” he said, “from many a cup, 
But never from a mug like this.” 
“Here,” said the salesman, “is something 

we call the lover’s clock. You can set it 

so it will take two hours to run one.” 

“Tll take that one,” said Engelina, with 
a bright blush.” “And, now, if you have 
one that can be set so as to run two hours 
in one hour’s time, or less, I think I’d like 
one of that kind, too.” 


STUDENTS! 


Patronize Our 


ADVERTISERS | 


” 
a 


THE EC 


HO. 


W.S, HOSMER & SON 


SCHOOL BOOKS 
MUSIC AND 
STATIONERY 


Text Books and School Supplies 
C. A. Wright & Co. 


Leading Booksellers and Stationers 
615-617 FOURTH ST. SANTA ROSA 


When in school use a Sonoma Fountain Pen. 
PRICE $1.00. Every Pen Guaranteed. Ten Per 
Cent Discount to Students. Made Expressly for 


TEMPLE SMITH 


611 FOURTH STREET SANTA ROSA 
Pens May Be Taken Out on Approval. 


Phone 393] Weldon R. Frank 


THE ACME CLEANING WORKS 


Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing 
Neatly Done 


Cor. Fourth & D Streets - Santa Rosa. 


DO YOU KNOW 
OUR 


NEW METHOD 


Of Cleaning removes the spots instead 
of hiding them. PHONE 415L 


Office Phone. 243 R 


DR. G.W. MALLORY 
Exchange Bank Building 


Residence Phone, 243 Y 


SANTA ROSA 


St. Rose Drug Store 
Fourth and A Streets Santa Rosa, Cal. 


The Place Where You Get a 
SQUARE DEAL 


WM. McK. STEWART ~- - Proprietor 


Free Delivery Phone 50 


Eugene C. Farmer 


PRESCRIPTION DRUGGIST 
701 Fourth St.,Cor D - - - Santa Rosa 


JUELL’S DRUG STORE 


Telephone 237 


621 Fourth Street - - Santa Rosa, Cal. 


C. R. PERRIER 


ATTORNEY-AT-LAW 
PHONE 184 


Room 206 Santa Rosa Bank Bldg. 


HAHMAN DRUG CO. 


Prescription Druggists 


213 Exchange Ave., Santa Rosa 


Prescription Druggist Phone S.R. 35 


LUTTRELL’S DRUG STORE 


BIGGEST STORE 
BEST STOCK 
LOWEST PRICES 


327 Fourth St. - - - - - Santa Rosa 
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CANDY and 
ICE CREAM 


A. D. SKINKLE 


Formerly C. T. SHERMAN'S 
FOURTH STREET - SANTA ROSA 


C. R. Sund 


Sunrise Shoeing Parlors 


BLACKSMITHING 
AND REPAIRING 


J. H. Gates 


First Freshie—‘What makes that red 
spot on your nose?” 


Second Freshic—“Glasses.” 


First Freshie—“Glasses of what?” 


HIGH SCHOOL PINS 
HIGH SCHOOL HAT PINS 
HIGH SCHOOL SPOONS 


JOHN HOOD 


Sign of the Big Clock 
JEWELER SANTA ROSA 


KR. SAWYER 


Watches, Diamonds, Jewelry 


629 Fourth St. (Jacobs’ Candy Store) Santa Rosa 


Have You Tried 


Jacobs’ 


Jar Taffies? 
If not? Why not? 


H. H. MOKE W. B. WARD 
Class of ‘90 


MOKE & WARD 


FUNERAL DIRECTORS 
418 FOURTH STREET 


MRS. N. E. MOKE 


Kinley Ahl went to the Columbia The- 
ater when he was in town a few days ago. 
Upon asking the price of seats, he was told 
that the front seats sold for fifty cents, 
the rear seats for twenty-five, and five cents 
for programs. “Oh,” blankly replied Kin- 
ley, “I sit on a program.” 


YOU’LL GET THE LATEST AND BEST 


PREADQUARTERS % fy = 1F vou BUY 
FOR THE Nas CLOTHING 
va vif 5 and 
A Gents’ 
5 SRE SSR Furnishing 
BRAND OF TAILOR ¢ Goods 
MADE CLOTHES FROM US 


KEEGAN BROS. 


J. C. MAILER HARDWARE CO. 


For all kinds of Fine Hardware 


FOURTH STREET 


SANTA ROSA, CAL. 


ere 


a 
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FOR GOOD SHOES AND 
REPAIRING GO TO THE 


MISSOURI SHOE STORE 


Prices to suit yourselves 


THIRD AND B STREETS 
Santa Rosa, Cal. 


THE WHITE HOUSE 


Best Light 
Best Assortment 
Best Value 


SANTA ROSA’S BEST STORE 


Geo. D.—‘Is that a go between Carroli 
and Rachel?” 

Beryl—“Judging from the length of time 
he spends at her house, it looks more like 
a stay.” 


Brooks Clothing Co. 


YOUNG MEN’S NOBBY 
SUITS FOR SPRING 
509 FOURTH ST. - - SANTA ROSA 


Mr. Hodgson—It is singular that when- 
ever I want you to marry a man, you ob- 
ject, and whenever I don’t want you to 


marry one, you straightway insist on it.” 


Gladys H-—“Yes, dad, and whenever 


we're agreed, the man objects.” 


R. C. MOODEY & SON 


Cordingley’s Cyclery 


BICYCLE REPAIRING 
AUTO TIRE WORK 


412 Mendocino St. - - Santa Rosa 


HODGSON - HENDERSON CO. 
MEN’S FURNISHING GOODS AND 
CLOTHING 
517 FOURTH ST. - - SANTA ROSA 


C. Nielsen Chas. Jurman A. Nielsen 


SANTA ROSA FURNITURE CO, 


Sole Agents for Liggett Springs 
and Best Mattresses on Earth 


328-330 Fourth Street, Cor. A Phone 372 


Advertise in the Echo 


Dealer in all Kinds of 
F. BERKA Building Material 


424 FOURTH STREET 


SANTA ROSA, CAL, 
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GARD IN ER B R O S ‘ | When in Want of Flour Ask ira i. 


Second-Hand Goods Bought 
Sold and Exchanged 


709-711 FOURTH ST. : SANTA ROSA 
LEE BROS. & CO. 


Express and Drayiny 


Will call at your residence and check your baggage 
to any point on California Northwestern 
No Extra Charge for Checking 


Coffee Roast Daily 


FLAGLER’S 


Coffees, Teas, Spices, Crockery, 
Glassware, Agateware Kitchen 
Utensils, etc. 


420-422 Fourth St. Santa Rosa 


AUTO- 
MOBILES 
Bicycles 


Sporting 
Goods 


RAGE 


Walton H. VII.)\—“*As Daniel 


Webster says in his great dictionary: 


(Eng. 


“It was Noah who wrote the dictionary,” 
whispered Carroll 
near, 

Walton—“Noah, nothing; Noah built the 
ark!” 


N. BACIGALUPI & SON 


Groceries and Provisions 


Mc., who was sitting 


PHONE 245 


134 Fourth Sf. - Santa Rosa 


ROSE BRAND 


NEW MILL 
NEW MANAGEMENT 


SANTA ROSA FLOUR MILLS CO. 


California Oyster Market 
and Grill 


LEADING RESTAURANT 


Fourth St., Bet A and B_ : Santa Rosa 


Wilson H.—‘‘Do you think I’m 


enough for you, darling?” 


good 


Ruth D.—‘No, Wilson; but you're too 
good for any other girl.” 


Phone 549R 


American Bakery 


High-Grade Cakes, Pies 
and Pastry 
P. Moore, Prop. 208-210 Fourth St. 


Phone 87 


The Best Store for the Economical Housewife 


SONOMA COUNTY 
FRUIT & PRODUCE CO,, Inc. 


Good Place for Good Groceries 
FOURTH AND WILSON STS. SANTA ROSA 


KOPF & DONOVAN 


WHOLESALE and 
RETAIL GROCERS 
SANTA ROSA — CALIFORNIA 


Everybody 
Reads 


The Press Democrat 


The only Morning Daily 
Published in Sonoma 
County 


E. L. FINLEY 
C. O. DUNBAR 


PRINTING, RULING 
AND BOOKBINDING 


Fo) 


s 


Wee—Call and inspect our big foletat erent on 
Fifth Street, just off of Mendocino. =): 2 2 2: 


